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Volleyed his welcome.    With uplifted hands Acclaiming, God's oncoming each God stands To greet.    And thus the Hierarchy at one Sits to behold the bitter business done Which Paris by his luxury bestirred.
But in the city, like a stricken bird Grieving her desolation and despair, As voiceless and as lustreless, astare For   imminent   Death,   Kassandra   croucht
beneath
Her very doom, herself the bride of Death ; For in the temple's forecourt reared the mass Of that which was to bring the woe to pass, And hidden in him both her murderers Wrung at their nails.
And slow the long day wears While all the city broods.    The chiefs keep
house,
Or gather on the wall, or make carouse To simulate a freedom they feel not; And at street corners men in shift or plot Whisper together, or in the market-place Gather, and peer each other in the face Furtively, seeking comfort against care ; Whose eyes, meeting by chance, shift otherwhere
In haste.    But in the houses, behind doors Shuttered and barred, the women scrub their
floors, Or ply their looms as busily : for they